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One night, a Red Army messenger brought a summons, 
and the following dawn, the father kissed his sleeping 
son Alka tightly and went to war - on a campaign. 

In the morning, Alka got angry that his father had not 
woken him, and immediately declared that he wanted to 
go out on a campaign too. He would probably scream, 
cry. But quite unexpectedly, his mother allowed him to 
go out on a campaign! 


To gain strength before the road, Alka ate a full plate of 
porridge without a whim, and drank a glass of milk. And 
then he and his mother sat down to prepare equipment for 
the endeavor. His mother sewed pants for him, and he, 
sitting on the floor, cut a saber out of some board. And 
right there, while they worked, they learned marching 
songs, because with the song “A small spruce was born in 
the forest”, they don’t walk in the ranks. And the motive is 
not the same, and the words are not the same, this melody 
for the battle is completely unsuitable. 

But now the time has come for the mother to go on duty to 
work, and they postponed their affairs until tomorrow. 
And so, day after day, Alka prepared for a long journey. 
Mother and Alka sewed pants, shirts, banners, flags, 
knitted warm stockings, mittens. There were already seven 
pieces of wooden sabers hanging on the wall next to the 
gun and the drum. And this reserve is not large, because in 
a hot battle a sonorous saber has an even shorter life than a 
rider. 

And now at last, perhaps Alka could go out on his 
campaign. But then a fierce winter came, and in such a 
frost, of course, it would not take long to catch a runny 
nose or a cold, so Alka patiently waited for the warm sun. 


But now the sun has returned. The spring snow has turned 
black. And now it was time to go on the campaign. But 
just then the doorbell rang. 

The father, returning from his campaign, entered the room 
with heavy steps. His face was dark and weather-beaten, 
and his lips were chapped, but his gray eyes looked 
cheerful. 

He, of course, hugged his wife. And she congratulated 
him on his victory. He, of course, kissed his son tightly. 
Then father examined Alka's campaign equipment. And, 
smiling, he instructed his son to keep all these weapons 
and ammunition in perfect order. On this land there will 


be many more heavy battles and dangerous campaigns! 
1940. 
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